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He spends his littlfi span; and overfeeds
His crammed desi res, with more than nature needs!
For nature wisely stints our appetite,                    ao

And craves no more than undisturbed delight;
Which  minds, unmixed with  cares  and fears,

obtain ;

A soul serene, a body void of pain.
So little this corporeal frame requires,
So bounded are our natural desires,                       $5

That wanting all, and setting pain aside,
With bare privation sense is satisfied.
If golden sconces hang not on the walls,
To light the costly suppers and the balls;
If the proud palace shines not with the state      .10
Of burnished bowls, and of reflected plate;
If well-tuned harps, nor the more pleasing sound
Of voices, from the vaulted roofs rebound;
Yet on the grass, beneath a poplar shade,
By the cool stream, our careless limbs are laid;   /)/>
With cheaper pleasures innocently hiest,
When the warm spring with  gaudy flowers is

drest

Nor will the raging fever's fire abate,
With golden canopies, and beds of state;
But the poor patient will as soon be sound         *M

On the hard mattress, or the mother ground.
Then since our bodies are not eased the more
By birth, or power, or fortune's wealthy store,
*TLs plain, these useless toys of every kind
As little can relieve the labouring mind ;             w>

Unless we could suppose the dreadful sight
Of marshalled legions moving to the fight,
Could, with their sound and terrible array,
Expel our fears, and drive the thoughts of death

away,

But, since the supposition vain appears,              so

Since clinging cares, and trains of inbred fears*